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seriously, Sebastian must likewise treat it with be-
coming decorum. He allowed the crimson cloak
to be hung about his shoulders; he received his
gloves and his coronet with a suitable gravity. The
valet surveyed his master, not only with satis-
faction but also with admiration. The smug and
healthy snobbishness of the British race was
rampant. His Grace was a master whom it was
a pleasure to dress. His natural elegance made
buttons shine more brightly, breeches appear more
dazzlingly white, the polish on boots rival the
sheen on his hair. Plate-powder, pipe-clay, and
blacking had found a worthy ally. So thought the
valet; but Sebastian, glancing at himself in the
long mirror before he left the room, thought that
the mirror returned the reflection of a character
in the pantomime. He was bored, he was dis-
gusted ; he wished that he might be casting a Jock
Scott into the Tay,

Down on the landing he was confronted by a
group of women; the housemaids, the kitchen-
maids, had all assembled to see him start. Per-
force, Sebastian had to smile, while in his awk-
wardness he gathered up his robes as a girl
gathered up her first long dress. A whisper of
appreciation ran over the group; eyes bulged; the
housemaids and the kitchenmaids felt that they
had been associated with the fringe of some un-
attainable mystery. The entire collection, at that
moment, was more or less in love with his Grace;
some of them, denizens of the basement, had never
set eyes on him before, and now, seeing him in full